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A new Song 


WI I quafFthe roſy wine, 

-- Withenliven'd wit I ſhine, 
With enliven'd wit I ſhine 

Singing then the muſes praiſe, 

Double fire inſpires my hays : 


Double fire inſpires my lays. 


| While I quaff the roſy wine, 
I feel, I feel the pow'r divine 
Free from all ſorrows ſway, | 
I puff, like winds, my care away. 


While I quaff the roſy wine, 

All my faculties refine ; ; 

My temptr grows ſerene and fair, 
And like the ſummer's evening's air, 


While I quaff the roſy wine, 
Crowns of od'rous flowers I twine, 
Singing to the ecchoing grove 
The pleaſures of that life I love. 


While I quaff the roſy wine, 
To ſoft paſſions I incline 3 
My miftreſs then my long employs, 
9 And all love's pleaſing painful Joys. 


-While I quaff the raſy wine, 
Every delight is mine; 

* Youth does again my veins inſpi 
„I lead the dance and join the Choi 


. 
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While Lquaff the roſy wine, 

J I its force to reaſon join, 
And ſteel my breaft againſt that fall, 
That common fate that it, was us all. 


